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COVER ART BY KENT CHOU 


waves are not a local threat... 
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Outfitters 


Name brand clothing at outlet prices 


2255 North University Parkway 
(In the Albertson’s shopping mall) 
OUTLET HOTLINE 375-9338 


$5 OFF 


Not valid with any other promotion. Offer expires March 5, 1992 
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NU ! c from the editor 


why bush will lose 


ight now, George Bush 
is sitting in a room 
with a bunch of 
advisors, trying to figure out how 
to convince the American People 
that he cares. Most politicians do 
this, but few fail as drastically as 
Bush has. His flippancy, too 
overpowering to conceal, will cost 
him the election. Here is a 
politician so incompetent he can’t 
even lie well. 


All too candidly, he tells the press: 
“We might have to define the 
opponent ... I've been very kind and 
gentle. I'll still be kind and now I'm 
debating how gentle to be.” 
Wrapped up in his own 
vocabulary, he is more amusing 
and unreal than Dana Carvey’s 
brilliant characterizations, and 
what’s more, it’s really him. 


There’s no recession going on in 
George Bush’s world; no poverty, 
no struggling middle class, no 
health care crisis. There is only a 
competition to see who gets to be 
President. Bush sort of wants to 
win, because it’s fun being 
president. In 1988 he told reporters 
he didn’t believe in “the vision 
thing.” Indeed. For him, being 
President is an end in itself, and he 
doesn’t care who knows i it. That’s 
why he'll lose. 


After New Hampshire, the New 
York Times reported that Bush’s 
advisors considered reformulating 
his economic strategy, 
concentrating on the issues and 
altering his current non-approach. 
Bush rejected that idea, deciding 
instead to concentrate on attacking 
Pat Buchanan. Bush assumes 
suffering Americans are less 
dangerous to Bush’s career than a 
political opponent. 


That assumption will cost him the 
election. The country is in trouble. 
But to Bush, there is no trouble in 
the country, but only in the 
campaign. No surprise here. The 
perennial big oilman, the WASP’s 
favorite grandpa, Bush is so out of 
touch with morality and reality 
that he thinks it’s all a game—a bit 


The Staff Person of the Week is the 
lovely and talented Rachel 
Poulson, who doesn’t seem to 
know the meaning of the word 
“ego.” Rachel makes herself useful 
in a variety of ways, from writing 
to editing to paste-up. She has 
probably spotted and fixed enough 
typos and mix-ups to aualify for 
some sort of title. More 
importantly, she is a trusted friend 
and confidant to many staff 
members who are glad to have met 


_ is fed up with his blatant and cynical 


higher stakes now, but still a game. 


While he and his advisors wonder what 
went wrong in the game (why, for 
example, no one seems to care about 
his pathetic reminders that he won 
some useless war a zillion years ago), 
millions of Americans are doing some 
wondering of their own. They wonder — 

about their money, medical care and _ 
job security. George Bush doesn’t 
know (nor is he interested in meeting) 
any of these Americans. He does, 
however, have some close pen pals in 
some exotic parts of the world, which — 
means nothing to anyone but him. 
Bush will lose because even the most — 
well-funded campaign can’t put a man 
in touch. 


Of course, Bush never really was in 
touch. He only got elected because 
eight years of Reaganism had 
Americans out of touch. In matters of 
policy, Reagan was probably less 
competent than Bush—but Reagan ' 
was a mystic who deified the Sacred 
Economy, inspiring 70’s dazed 
Americans and increasing their naive 
expectations. Bush dashed those 
expectations by reminding us that the 
economy is not a god, but simply thes 
playing field of the rich. But Bush is —_ 
neither astute enough, nor concerned _ 
enough, to realize that his constituency 


Shag 
? 


pragmatism. By the time it hits hi 
he'll be a private businessman again, — 
probably on vacation in China, and 
most certainly amassing great wealth at 
the expense of those struggling = 
Americans he ignored for four ugly 
years. He 


I wish I could say that Bush will lose 
this election because when times are — 
hard, we learn to tell the difference 
between people who care and people _ 
like Bush. I won’t be that idealistic. a 
But even though the inevitable change - 
of guard might not make any — 
difference in the long run, those of us 
who saw through George from the 
beginning will at least feel a bit of 
moral victory during his farewell 
address. a3 


her. We love you, Rachel; thanks oe 
stopping by. 


Do you like to write? Do you enjoy a 
good argument? Do you have views — 
either liberal or conservative— with 
which others are often shocked? If the — 
answer is yes, then you need us and we 
need you. SR needs writers and editor: 
to help continue BYU’s only open 
forum. Stop by our meetings in the — 
Maeser Building at 6:00 PM Tuesday | 


evenings. | 


UPB 


attack of the perfume beast 


had the water adjusted to the 
perfect temperature and was 
about to step into the shower 


when the doorbell rang. Of course, I 
should have just ignored it, but I was the 
only one home and my mind started 
playing the false—expectations game: 
“What if it’s my roommate’s cute sister?” 
“What if it’s Columbia House with my 
87 free CDs?” “What if my ex-girlfriend 
has flown in from Texas to say she’s 
divorced and wants me back?” 


I couldn’t stifle my curiosity, so I threw 
on some sweats and my “Go Slime a 


Salmon” baseball cap and ran to the door. 


There stood a smug—looking guy with a 
duffle bag over his shoulder. “Hi,” he 


paid. “I’m 2 


“Wait—don’t tell me. Some concerned 
community group is trying to ‘keep you 
off the streets’ by sending you door—to— 

door in strange neighborhoods.” 

x 

“Um, HO <5” 

“Oh, I know. You’re supporting your big 

brother on a mission by selling turtles— 


-that—you—can—bite—but—won’t-bite-back. 


by m. spaff s 


ight?” 


& 
“No. I’m 25. I don’t have a big brother 
on a mission. But I do have a FABU- 
_LOUS bargain for you.” He reached into 
is bag and pulled out a shiny yellow 


bottle. “How much do you pay for 
Obsession in the store? 60 bucks an 
ounce? I'll give you a whole quart of it for 
25. Here, smell.” He aimed it at my arm. 


Pfft. 


“Ack!” I said. “You’re the Perfume Beast! 
Get thee hence, Perfume Beast! I don’t 
want any fake Obsession!” 


“It’s not fake Obsession,” said the 
Perfume Beast. It’s real Obsession.” 


“Fake,” I said. “Fake fake fake.” I sniffed 


my arm. “And it smells like roach urine.” 


Just then my roommate Quinn came 
home and saw the Beast. “A Jehovah’s 
Witness!” he said. “Come in, dude. I 
know what it’s like to be an 
unappreciated missionary.” 


“Tr’s not a JW,” I tried to warn him, but 
he was too busy being charitable. (Some- 
times Quinn is too darn holy for his own 
good. I mean, he’s been steady—dating the 
same woman since Halloween and hasn’t 
even kissed her yet.) 


Fortunately, he figured out the nature of 
the Beast. “You're not a missionary, 
you re a perfume 
salesman,” he said. 
“Wow. Let me call 
my girlfriend to see if she wants any. She 
wears your stuff.” (Now I understood 
why he'd never kissed her.) 


umsion 


He went down the hall, leaving me alone 
to face the Beast. I felt a rush of unchar- 


acteristic compassion and decided to give 
the thing a chance. Besides, I had just 
finished the Drakkar my ex-girlfriend had 
given me (God rest her troubled soul), 
and maybe all of it didn’t smell as bad as 
the Obsession. 


“Do you have anything that smells like 
Drakkar?” 


“Sure,” he said, handing me a bottle. “] 
have some Drakkar right here.” 


“You mean imitation Drakkar.” I aimed it 


at my hand. Pfft. 


“No, I mean real Drakkar. If it were 
imitation, we'd have to print ‘imitation’ 
on the bottle. We believe in ‘truth in 
advertising.” 


“Don’t give me that. It doesn’t say 
‘tmitation’ because it doesn’t even say 
‘Drakkar.’ It says something French, um, 
‘Eau de Scarabée.’ And it smells like roach 
urine.” 


“My mistake,” he said. “I gave you the 
aftershave, not the cologne. Try this.” He 
traded me bottles. Pfffi. 


“Gag!” I said. “Where do you make this 
stuff?” I read the bottle: Paris—Florence— 
New York. Yeah, right. I read the fine 
print: Manufactured by Common Scents, 
Pittsburgh, Kansas. “Kansas?” I said. “Get 
the hell out of my apartment.” 


“Not until you take advantage of this 
FABULOUS bargain,” said the Perfume 
Beast. He aimed a bottle at me. Pfft pfffi. 


“Yuck! Get out get out GET OUT!” 
He didn’t move. Pffft pffft pffft. “If you 


don’t leave,” I said, “I’ll have Joe Cannon 
increase the PM10 in your neighbor- 
hood. I'll have David Duke burn a cross 


in your lawn.” 


“You're short on cash, right? Just write 


me a post—dated check.” Pfft pffft. 


Augh! I was suffocating. What could I doto 
rid my apartment of the Beast? I couldn’t 
shove a crucifix in his face because I 
didn’t own one. So J did the next best 
thing: I pulled the Afterglow poster off 
our wall, rolled it up, and began 
whacking him with it. “OUT OUT 
OUT!!!” 


It worked. (Bless you, Afterglow, bless 
you.) The Beast slowly backed out the 
door, spraying me as he went. “I'll be 
back,” he said, “with more of your 
favorite name brands.” 


I slammed the door and leaned against it, 
panting. Quinn reappeared with a wad of 
cash in his hand. “Where’s the perfume 

> 
guy? 
“T exorcised him,” I said, unconsciously 
assuming a Poltergeist voice. 
“This... house...is...clean.” 


“Dude, you should have thought about 
buying some cologne,” he said. “You 
smell like roach urine.” A 


Don't ever try to visit Spaff: He won't open 
the door. 
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L LOVE THE REVIEW, 
ALMOST AS MUCH AS 


T lowe THAT 


pemico> ec eal 


SUBSCRIPT (oN 
FoR BASS... & 


1. insta-love! 2.fullmoons, 3. pan- 
try raids, 4.midwives, 5. Grant 
Solomon—the de facto BYUSA president- 
in-exile, 6. Bonzai trees, 7.new 
Russian missions, 8. U.S. Hockey team, 
9. Band Jams, _‘10. Laurel Thatcher 
Ulrich, 11. poppies, 12. road maps, 
Pap 13. Eureka, Utah, 14. cream of wheat, 
15. skateboards, 16. Methuselah- 
¢ length parole for Dahmer, 17. 100% 
@ cotton, 18. trekkers, 19. 50 car pile- 
upsinidaho, 20. the desert 
F: LPR RRR eee ee eee ee ee ee ee ee 
unrighteous dominion, 
©. over-priced apartment laundry, slush, 
Yoko Ono, Trump’s Tyson bid, waiting in 
o vain, Axl Rose, glow-in-the-dark tooth- 
wie= brushes, delusion, synthetics 


February 5, 8:10 p.m., between the 
HFAC and the ASB. 

Male student: And then she said to me, “Pretend like 
you’re attacking me!” 


BYU Police Officer: Oh yeah, uh-huh. 


February 13, 3:04 p.m., outside 
SWKT. 

Awed student: | have this amazing class with Darrell 
Spencer. I walk out of it feeling like I was in a religion 
class. 


January 29, 7:35 p.m., North Provo 
Basement. 

Concerned Elder:  m just gonna go over there and say, 
“Hey, I’m your home teacher, how the hell are ya?” 


January 30, 10:15 p.m., near the 
Cougareat. 

Industrial guy: Now they’re playing the music I hated 
in junior high. They could at least play the music I 
hate now. 


January 30, 5 p.m., between the RB 
and the SFLC. 

Male: Oh, hi! I didn’t even recognize you. You look 
totally different. 

Female: This is probably the first time we've seen each 
other in the light. 


“ Last December, JKHB south steps: 
Friend #1: Read it on your honeymoon. 
em:  Priend #2: Yeah, I probably won't have anything else 


GQ. todo. 


February 11, 7:20 p.m., JKHB IBM PC 
Lab. 

Married male A: Dude, I just read Goodbye, I love you. 
Married male B: No way. Didn’t some feminist write 
that? 

Married male A: Yeah, Carol Lynn Pearson. She’s 
really pro-women. 


eavesdrop 
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winners of the byu — 
campus employee — 
poetry contest 


In hopes of increasing creativity and thought 
among its employees, BYU recently hosted a 
poetry writing contest, stipulating that the 
poems entered must be job-related. We 
proudly present the department winners below. 


Physical Education Department: 


Issue 

Jock in, Jock out. 

Sweat drips. 

Stench pervades. 

Bare flesh. 

Walks on tile. 

X-Large shirt. 

Wet towel. 

Service with a smile, 

go the extra mile. 

Wet towel. 

X-Large shirt. 

Walks on tile. 

Bare Flesh. 

Stench pervades. 

Sweat drips. 

Jock in, Jock out. 
—Anonymous, RB issue room 


Library Services: 


Daydreaming 

I sit and watch the students pass, 

Through the library, going to class. 

They carry their books, and I wait for the day, 

When someone will beep and a heavy price 
pay! 

Ill lunge over the counter and chase them 
down, 

Grab them by their arm and then with a frown 

I'll gouge out their eyes and rip out some hair, 

Stomp on their face, and their shirt I will tear. 

I'll spit up their nose and jam a pen in their 
ear, 

Then grasp round their neck, till death they 
will near. 

Then when I think their lesson they’ve learned, 

Pll grab back the book not rightfully earned. 

Then I'll stare at the thief, all bleeding and 
weary, 

And say with a scowl, “Don’t do it again!” 

—Suzette 


THE FUSCO BROTHERS 


WHY CAN'T I GO WITH YOU 
To THE STAR TREK 
CONVENTION, AL? 


dl VESK 


Law Enforcement: ; 


Ode to the Bird 

That bird seems to taunt me wherever I go, 
It’s tall and skinny, it seems so harmless. 

Yet it mocks me profanely! 

I just hunt the sinners, not situated rightfully 
And as I place the citation, the Bird appears. 
I wish the Bird would go away! a 
But it stands up in the middle of its peers, a 
And seems to say, “Go away, you Jack.” 
The Bird is my enemy! 


Administration: 


Work 
I am a loafer. Z 
I have no life. Ey 


That’s all. 


Audio Visual: = 


Life 
I push the equipment down the walk. 
Proudly toting my walkie-talk. a 
“Clear the way,” I shout with pride. || 
Then I shove the cart and hop on foraride. = 
I can fix a TV or stop an electrical leak, 
But I can’t get a date, not one day of the week. 
You’d think girls would be impressed by my radio 
transmitter. j 
I can talk with home base—but I’m not a base 
hitter. 
I want to be cool and hang with some chicks, 
Just go out on the town and get a few kicks. 
I can push my equipment with the greatest of care, 
But I can’t get a date ... It just isn’t fair! “< 
—Johnny — 


Food Services: 


Forks ~ ae 
I hate forks, they drive me crazy! 
I hate forks, take them off your tray! & 
I hate forks, I'll throw them back at you! ee 
I hate forks, I'll poke your eyes out! 


I hate forks! tS 
—Betsy, Morris Center 


BECAUSE YOU CAN'T MAKE] = 
THE VULCAN "LIVE LONG 
AND PROSPER" SIGN ¥ 


the poor utah driver’s hunting 
guide: californ-i-an drivers 


aving lived eight years of our 

young and impressionable lives in 

the confines of Blossom Valley, 
Californ-i-a, and then being transposed into 
the rustic confines of Boise (which is more 
Californ-i-an than it will admit), we feel 
we can help the average Utah driver deal 
with the common misconception that he or 
she is a poor driver. And we can help put the 
blame, and the crunch, where the real 
problem lies: on the Californian transplants. 
So cut out “The Utah Drivers’ Guide to 
Hunting California Drivers” and paste it to 
your sun visor. And then— happy hunting! 


The Utah Drivers’ Guide to 
Hunting California Drivers 
Cars—What to look for: 

eLatest hydraulicized foreign cars with 
tinted windows, oversized tires, and 
undersized mufflers. 

Small, pastel—colored convertible pickups 
with monolithic woofers. 

¢Vanity license plates that read “Fluff,” 


“Native and Proud of It,” “My daughter 
and my money go to BYU,” or “Body 
Glove” and 


by eric and todd christiansen thersurfer 


“Cool,” “Spoiled,” etc. 
¢Bumper stickers that read “LDS,” 


eeoeeeeeeeneseeeneeseoeoeaeneeoeeeoeoeoeneeee eed 


where will the rap stars of today 
be twenty years from now? 


ace it, rap is big. What 
used to be broadcast 


by street minstrels on 


ghetto blasters is now on random 
6-disc play in any given subur- 
ban estate. Bold, young, def, 
these singers (or shouters, as my 
mom calls them) are living large 
off their gold and platinum 
albums. Tomorrow seems like a 
long time away. But, like any 
good thing, the rap phenomenon 
must some day come to an end. 
These guys are specialists, and 
they can only make money as 
long as their specialty is in 
demand. Then where will they 
turn? The royalty of rhyme and 
rhythm will either have to 
broaden their horizons or join us 
common folk in a life of peas- 
antry once the money runs out. 
So let’s conjecture a bit as to 


Marky Mark: TV repairperson. 
DJ Jazzy Jeff and the Fresh 


Prince: Stars in a human ven- 
triloquist act at Venice Beach. 


Beastie Boys: After voice lessons, 
now performing nationwide in 
an award-winning barber shop 
quartet. 


Eazy-E: Social worker. 


Kool Moe Dee: Living off royal- 
ties from Frito Lay for the new 
“How ya like da corn chips 
now?” campaign. 


Luther Campbell of 2 Live Crew: 
Working on GED. 


Naughty by Nature: Authors ofa 
series of children’s books. 


Run DMC: Co-owners of a day 
care center in Hollis. 


inanities. 


*Expired Community College Institute 


stickers. 


tor. 


series “This Old Rap” under the 
pseudonym “Grandfather Flash.” 


Vanilla Ice: Returns to Dallas to 
live with parents, bags groceries 


at the Piggly Wiggly. 
LL Cool J: Wins Nobel Prize for 


Science for using a high-tech 
alloy to invent a 3-inch thick 
gold rope necklace that weighs 
only 3 ounces. 


MC Lyte: In rehabilitation after 
growth hormone abuse. 


Queen Latifah: Aerobics instruc- 


Salt n’ Pepa: Writing an autobi- 
ography called The Spice of Life or 
Condiment Queens which boasts 
of their promiscuous sex life 
implicating Rob Lowe, Charles 
Barkley, Geraldo Rivera (devoted 


where our rap stars will be in ten 
years. 


Hammer: Homemaker in 
Anchorage, Kentucky. 


Ice T: Owner of a chain of pricey 
hair and nails “boutiques” in 
Southern California and 


~ Oklahoma City. 


Flavor Flav: 
Secretary of the 
Department of 
Flavor in the U.S. President’s 
Cabinet. 


Doug E. Fresh: Married to Sinead 
O’Connor; duo love ballad was a 


big flop. 
Grandmaster Flash: Hosting PBS 


by s 


a whole chapter to him), Joe 


Cannon, David Duke, Wilt 
Chamberlain, and numerous 
Democratic presidential nomi- 


neces. 


Chuck D of Public Enemy: 
Hollywood Square regular. A 


cannon 


¢Suction—cup trinkets. 


Driving habits—What to look for: 


¢Unannounced abrupt lane changes. 
eTailgating. 

*Eadlay Ootfay Acceleratus. 
*Eadlay Ootfay Jammus—Brakus. 


We ee bb bb Eb bb >t 2 > 2b 2b + tt 


LIVE YOUR FANTASY Rated: XOXOXO. 


PERFORMANCES 


*Flipoffs for their own mistakes. 

*No control on slippery surfaces. 
*Quick stops at any convenience store or 
mall. 

*Eyes on everything but the road. 

¢ Dolls: Putting on make-up, checking 
hair ornaments. 

* Guys: Checking nose hairs in mirror, 
testing mousse wind resistance. 


Retaliatory measures: 

¢Drive three miles or more with blinker 
on; turn the other way. 

eIdle in the middle of mall entrances. 

¢ Drive straight on slippery surfaces. 
Speed past them two lanes on the left, 
then swerve right across all three lanes 
while breaking to turn into Reams or 
Food 4 Less. 

¢Pull in front of them, slow to 5-mph 
below the speed limit. 

°For large pickup drivers with more than 
four fog lights, a gun rack, and bumper 
stickers that read “NRA” and “I was an 
honor student at American Fark H.S.”: 
Play bumper tag while strobing the fog 
lights. 

¢Wave and blow kisses when you get the 


bird. A 


Almost Drove Me Mad" * 
by John Tobias a 
* 
A sexy comedy about a husband and wife trying to * 
solve a little martial problem using Dr. Leopold * 
Baumgartners's handbook to health and happiness: oe 
* 
* 
1Tt Y February 14-March28 y 
Wednesday thru Saturday x 
8:00PM 
* 
* 
* 
Call 649-9371 x 
for Reservations * 
* 
* 


* Egyptian Theatre ¢ 328 Main Street Park City ~ 
FOO RII III IO AO ok 


ANNIE’ 


RESTAURANT & VIDEO 


(Across from Alexander’s Print Stop) 


FOI III IDI IDI ATT tk 
* Park City Performances Presents. . . 


"My Husbands' Wild Desires x 


+ 


744 East 820 North, Mon.-Sat. 11am-1ipm 
Call Ahead for Fast Pick-up HOTLINE 375-7005 


4.59 


Rent any two videos and get 
$1.00 off any Annie’s entree 


BESS RBRBRBRR SBR RERESRSERRPRSERRERRERSREESSSSY 
This Week’s Special: Oriental Noodles 
with Fresh Vegetables, “Jab Chae Bab” 


REG. $5.95, Now only S 


Offer Expires March 5, 1992 
BEBRBBRBRBSRSRBRBSRSRRRBERSSRSSRERBRSSSSSees 
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an honorable problem 


sign was placed outside of the 
Honors Writing Lab: 
The Few. 

The Proud. 

The Honors Students. 


Being an Honors student means having to 
look good, sound smart, and know the 
latest lacrosse scores. It also means having 
your own private Writing Lab... 


I never knew that being an honor student 
means I have to look good, sound smart, 
or like lacrosse, and quite frankly, if that’s 
what being an honor student means, I 
want all honors courses on my transcript 


dropped. 
The official introductory brochure to the 


b y brant b 
Honors program suggests a much—less— 
arrogant approach: “excellent, small— 
group instruction” making for an “enrich- 
ing university experience.” The result of 
the honors program, however, is as much 
elitism as enrichment. But honors kids 
aren’t snobbish because the genes for 
intelligence spill over into behavioral 


sexual violence and social perspective — 


uring the VOICE-sponsored teach-in this 

semester, I participated in a panel discussion 

on the question “Is Rape a Man’s Issue Too?” 
On one level, of course, the answer to this question is 
absurdly facile: men bear obvious responsibility for 
violence against women since they commit most of it. If 
it weren’t for men, rape would not be an issue at all. But 
as the panel discussion progressed, I realized that male 


b y m ike 


involvement in sexual violence extends far beyond the 
small percentage of men who are actually rapists, since 
the attitudes and behaviors that contribute to rape can be 
found in the accepted norms of both men and women in 
every part of our society. Our final success in eliminating 
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patterns—it comes from the way they’re 
treated by the University. 


Honors dorms, early registration, Honors 
writing labs, an Honors building, and 
Honors activities, are not needed to 
promote the ideals mentioned in the blue 
brochure outside of 350 MSRB. I do not 
oppose Aaving an Honors program; in 
fact, I think it’s a wonderful idea. I have 
liked nearly all my Honors classes, and 
the Honors program does enrich the 
curriculum. But I oppose the perks which 
honor students receive. (Incidentally, 
another sign outside the Honors Writing 
Lab says “Membership has its privileges. 
Being an Honors Student means getting a 
few perks...”) Perks have no place in a 
university that is 
i s h © Pp supposed to teach 
people to love their 
neighbor as themselves. 


I have heard two basic arguments defend- 
ing the Honors program as is (including 
the perks): (1) the Honors program is 
necessarily elitist, and (2) the perks 
associated with Honors are necessary to 
attract high—caliber students. The support 
for the first contention is the dictionary 


G» «Us sSie-fe.i on 


violence against women depends on our ability to modify 
these ostensibly “normal” patterns of behavior. 


To understand the persistence of sexual violence in our 
society, we must make a critical distinction between 
“aberrant behavior” and “extreme behavior.” In the past, 
rape has always been classified as “aberrant behavior” —a 
psychotic, unnatural action that goes against everything 
that society practices and believes. I 
would argue, though, that labels 
such as “aberrant” and “psychotic” 
cover vital connections between attitudes and ideals, and 
the actions they precipitate. It would be more fitting to 
describe rape as “extreme behavior,” or an action that 
extends a set of normal assumptions to produce an 
undesirable result. This characterization of rape impli- 


definition for “elitist” (“of superior 
quality”), and since the Honors program 
has more resources, a better building, and 
better students (an arguable point), it is 
necessarily elitist. The argument then 
paradoxically twists, claiming that 
“anyone can join” the Honors program— 
but the point has been made. 


The second argument may be more 
apparent than the first one, but it means a 
deviation from the stated purpose of the 
Honors program. Offering perks will only 
appeal to those who want perks. Offering 
“excellent, small-group education” and an 
“enriching university experience” will 
appeal to those who want these. So the 
Honors program at the present attracts 
some who want perks, some who want a 
challenging educational experience, and 
some who want both. But it discourages 
others who want to avoid elitism, even 
though they’d like a challenging, 


“enriching” educational experience. 


I suggest that the goals of Honors could 
be accomplished without perks, councils, 
or self-congratulations. Certainly, some 
honors students would still have attitudes 
of self-importance and elitism (with all 


The pattern that leads to rape begins when men and 


admirable to those considered repulsive, but they 
contain the same core assumptions. Consider the 
following social assumptions which, in some form or 
another, are shared by large percentages of men and 3 
women in America today. 


the negative connotations that go with 
that word), but at least the program itself — 
would not encourage it. Someone who 
chooses to pursue their education through — 
the Honors program is set apart from x 
other students—but not by intellectual 
superiority. It is because Honors courses 
entail more work, more challenge, and 
more thought. But that also seems to 
involve more responsibility to be humble, ~ 
and more willingness to serve others—ni 
a willingness to make an elitist t-shirt. 
We shouldn’t reward those who choose to, . 
pursue a presumably “out of the ordinary” — 
educational experience with perks and 
praise which generate excessive pride. An 
“enriching educational experience” should — 
not mean a nice cushy chair in room 
102A of the MSRB, a private library, a 
hardwood-finished lounge, or privileged 
word-processing and copying systems. It _ 
should mean intellectual challenge and 
service—nothing more. 


"Pict 


In the meantime, I agree that Honors 
students are “the few,” and they are 

certainly “the proud,” but maybe they 
should stop and ask themselves if they 
aren’t the few because they are the proud. — 
A i 


cates all of us in the crime, forcing us to look inward to — ’ 
discover the assumptions that we hold which, in their bn 
extreme form, contribute to our society's epidemic of 
violence against women. f 


women become socialized into inherently unequal * 
relationships within a community. The attitudes regard- _ 
ing this socialization range from those considered ‘- 


continued on page 9 / 


what the heck is pc 
anyway? 


s it a past-due campaign to emancipate us from unsound, language-reinforced mindsets? Or a 

pernicious conspiracy to make us all talk like sociology textbooks? Well, each person will have 

to decide for ___ self. But to make a prudent choice, we have to know what itis. Readers of 
the Daily Universe are pretty confident that PC means “personal computer,” “police car,” or “petty cash,” 
but careful research has revealed far wider definitional dimensions. I’ve catalogued a few of them for 


ready reference: 


peach custard 
pearl cotton 

peas-n-carrots 
pediatric care 


There’s more of course. (For example, what’s the title of that Serrano photograph that got people so—uh, 
ticked off?) Put on your thinking cap and make your own list (an impeccably cool date idea). Enjoy!A 


pleasant conversations 
plucked chicken 
Plymouth Colony 
pocket calculator 


_ Kevin Trent Bergeson is Possibly Crazy 


by kevin trent bergeson 


Pablo Cruise photoelectric cell KCLO3 

pace car physical change KCL 

Pachelbel’s Canon physical chemistry KCN 

Pacific coast physical condition potato chip 
packing crate Picaddilly Circus pot cheese 

paint can pickup cartridge potters’ clay 
painted cup picture credits potty chair 
painter’s cap pie chart pound cake 

pak choi pie crust power company 
palatal consonant piece o’cake practical consideration 
pallid complexion pill counter prairie chicken 
Panama Canal pillow case pralines-n-cream 
pancake pin cushion prank call 

pant cuffs pine cone PR campaign 
paper clip pink Cadillac precious cargo 
paper cup pipe cleaner pre-Columbian 
paper cut Piper Cub preferred customer 
‘paper cutter pizza coupons premature coitus 
parental consent place card prenatal care 
parietal cell Placer county Presbyterian Church 
Park City plagal cadence President Carter 
parked car plainclothes cop press conference 
Parley’s Canyon Planck’s constant pretty cool 
parti-colored Planet Claire price code 

partly cloudy planning committee price current 
patrol car plasma cell price cut 

patty cakes plaster cast priesthood calling 

_ Paul Cezanne platinum card , Primary children 

pay cable Playboy centerfold Primary chorister 
paycheck playclothes primary colors 
Peace Corps playing cards “primitive” culture 
peach cobbler pleasant circumstances Prince Charles 


Prince Charming 
prince consort 
printed circuits 
printer’s copy 


penal code poetry contest prismatic colors 
penal colony poison control prison camp 
pen cap polar circle prison cell 
penny candy polar coordinates private charity 
penny counter polecat private club 
Pentecostal Church polished cotton privileged class 
People’s Court polite company Privy Council 
peppercorn political campaign probable cause 
Pepsi Cola political climate problem child 
per capita pollen count pro-choice 
per cent polo coat program counter — 
perfect couple polychromatic propaganda campaign 
permanent condition polygamous cult proper conduct 
Persian carpet pony car prowl car 
Persian cat pop can psychiatric counselling 
personal call popcorn psychoactive chemicals 
personal conviction pop culture psychological cover-up 
pest control poppycock public concern 
Peter Case pork chops public concert 
Peter Cetera porte-cochere Publisher’s Clearinghouse 
Peter Criss positive charge punch card 

~ phagocyte post card purple cow 

_ philosophical concept Post cereals pushcart 
phone call post chaise pussycat 
photocopy K2CO3 putrefied corpse 
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Presents 


SIDE =SIDE= 
SONDHEIM 


A Musical Revue 


A scintillating romp through some of the songs written by one of 


Broadway's master talents--Stephen Sondheim. 


Fridays and Saturdays at 8 pm. 
Tickets are $10 per person. 


Pre-theatre dinner specials from 5 pm to 7 pm. 


$2 off each Friday night performance 


with student I.D. Reservations are required. 


Theatre, Dinner, and Lodging reservations: 225 4107 
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USY 


ere they are: letters 
to the Lousy 
Landlord. 
urprisingly, reader response 
to our invitation to “sound 
off” about local landlords was, 
in a word, poor. This leads to 
three wild assumptions: 1) You 
love your landlord; 2) You 
really don’t give a damn; 3) 
Due to Provo’s considerable 
number of absentee property 
owners, you don’t even know 
who your landlord is. 


Seriously, folks, we do have a 
housing problem in Provo. 
While we can’t blame it all on 
the landlords, we can blame 
them for their share of the 
mess. Even as I write this, my 
landlord is trying to bully me, 
my wife, and two kids out of 
the place we rent so his son 


can move in. 


We probably won’t run this 
feature ever again (lucky 
landlords), unless, of course, we 
hear from more disgruntled 
tenants. If you’re really 
concerned with the current state 
of affairs, there is a new 
organization forming in Provo 
for renters called Renters Unite. 
For more information, contact 


Mike Seipel at 378-2461. 


BYD 
Dear Lousy Landlord, 


Let me tell you about our 
“manager.” He is Bitchin’ Vic, 
King of the Driveway. We don’t 
think he’s really even our 
manager—just a frustrated little 
hick who grew tired of the title 
“maintenance man.” 


DELIVERY HOTLINE : 377-0900 
AMBASSADOR 


PIZZA 


“The ho Choice” 


We use 100% Real 
Cheese, Fresh 
Produce, Fresh 

Daily-Made Dough & 
Sauces. Ask our 


y FREE a 


| One 16oz. Coke® Product and1 ff 
Order of Bread Sticks or Dinner 
Bs Saled with the purchase of either 


i » Plese. a 
a bia? 899 B 
$ Q29 g 


Any large 14" Pizza. 
Up to 5 Items. 


depres 

With Other Prom: 
yo Net Inchided, iepine S: -29-92 
BEER wi 


2 TOPPING 
PAIRS 


2 medium 
piatai $s 949 


2 larg 
14” pode $ l 1*9 
Cheese & any 2 toppings 


AMBASSADOR 
Void With Other Promotions, Tax 
Not Included, Expires 3-29-92 | | 


Le Ee ee 
Eby” COMBO PIZZA 
9 


Medium 12” pizza. 
Up to 8 toppings. 


a 


or 2 for $13.99 


Customers, the say 
“Ambassador has the 
best pizza around!” 


PROVO/OREM 265 West 1230 North 
(next to Pegasus Video) 


AMBASSADOR 
Void With Other Promotions, Tax 
Not Included, Expires 3-29-92 fj 
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The five of us who live on the 
Celestial Floor of the house each 
own a car. We share the left side 
of the driveway where BVD 
(Bitchin’ Vic of the Driveway) 
has painted little yellow lines for 
our parking enjoyment. Ifa 
friend of ours comes over, BVD 
likes to hassle them about the 
parking situation. He argues that 
only those of us who live here 
can park in our driveway. 


Some of his most famous phrases 
are (say this with a Mississippi 
accent): “I need you to park 
around the corner—you can’t 
park in my lane;” and, “I'll say 
what goes here, I’m the 
manager!” 


When BVD’s friends come over, 
however, the driveway is open 
for parking wherever it’s 
available. And asking them to 
move their vehicles is like asking 
them to sacrifice their first born. 
Recently, when we asked an 
obviously very bitchin’ pal of 
Vic’s to move his truck, he 
hopped into the monster, peeled 
out of the driveway, sped around 
the block, and parked in our 
neighbor’s yard. 


I could tell you tons of other 
stories, but you’d have to make a 
special edition to print them all 
up. Thanks for providing me 
with a way to vent all my BVD 
frustration. 


(Name withheld by request). 


SERVICE WITH A SMILE 
Dear Lousy Landlord, 


I have a very revealing story to 
tell about my lousy landlord. 
Last winter the hot water faucet 
in our bathtub began leaking, 
quite a lot, in fact. I informed 
our landlord, who owns the 
property. After two weeks, and a 
couple of phone calls, my 
husband finally got so disgusted 
that he fixed it himself—at our 
own expense. A week after 
repairs had been made, I was 
getting out of the shower when I 
heard someon coming in our 
back door. I assumed it was my 
husband, and went to greet him. 
I rounded the corner, and came 


+ PAc Py e6 


hope so). When the young men 


face to face with my landlord 
(fortunately I had had the 
presence of mind to wriggle into 
my robe on the way through the 
kitchen!) My landlord had a 
lecherous little smile on his face, 
and announced that he was here 
to fix my faucet (rather an 
attentive landlord, wouldn’t you 
say?) Now the doors stay locked 
at all times. 


Despite the fact that we’ve had 
numerous plumbing problems 
(owing to the antiquity of the 
house we rent), our landlord has 
been consistent in neglecting our 
pleas for repairs. We've had 
furnace problems (over a week 
freezing!), and we’ve also had 
electrical problems in this place, 
and were actually without a stove 
(a basic necessity) for over thirty 
days. All this, despite our 
prompt payment of the rent. 
We've paid this man literally 
thousands of dollars in rent, and 
yet he refuses to assume little, if 
any, responsibility for his own 
property. The last time I called 
to complain about yet another 
problem with this rat hole, he 
asked me if my husband was at 
home, and then said, “Why 
don’t you have him’ fix it?” If it 
weren’t for the fact that we are 
looking for another place, we'd 
probably take him up on his 
request, and bill him the same as 
any plumber would. But then 
again, he’d probably never 
reimburse us. Anyway, thanks 
for a forum in which to blow off 
some steam. 


P.S. Our landlord is an active 
LDS priesthood-holder. But, like 
most Mormon landlords, 
unmitigated greed, we believe, 
prevents him from living the 
same gospel he preaches from the 


pulpit. 
(Name withheld by request) 


REBUTTAL 
Dear Lousy Landlord, 


I saw your request for “shocking 
stories” about landlords and I 
began to do a slow burn. I 
suppose I am classified as a 
Lousy Landlord by the last set of 
students I rented to (I sincerely 


THE FUSCO BROTHERS 


AQ CONTROVERSIAL 
NEW LOOK AT 
THE CHARACTER 
ASSASSINATION 
OF LANCE 
FUSCO... 


came to see the apartment, 
much was made of the fact that 
they were returned missionaries 
and full-time BYU students. 
This presumably made them 
fine, upstanding members of 
the community, which anyone 
would love to rent to, right? 
Read on. I agreed to wait for 
the deposit, which would be 
forthcoming within the first 
month. The students are now 
long gone, and I am still 
waiting. The rental apartment 
was connected to our home, 
and the bathrooms shared a 


common wall. I had a hilarious _ 


time trying to explain the 
goings-on of one of the men 
and his female friend (as they 
showered together) to my pre- 
teen daughter. One weekend 
When the young men were 
gone, a nice gentleman knocked — 
on my door. He explained he 
was the uncle of one of the 
renters. The renter had gone 


home to Idaho and his father 


i Wifey 
a! 


tei 


had died. The uncle needed to 


send the boy’s suit so he could © 4 


> attend the funeral. I unlocked 


the door, after making sure of — 


his I.D. (1 called Idaho), pie 2 


both got the shock of our ‘lives. 
In a prominent position in the 


living room wasanimmense 


Buddha, surrounded by many ‘- | 


burnt incense sticks, and 


various drug paraphenalia: The | 


floor of the young man’s 
bedroom was carpeted with an 
American flag, and the whole 
place was filthy. The 


embarassed uncle located the a 


needed clothes and left 


immediately. It didn’t take me _ 


long to find new renters. [had 


allowed the utilities to stayin _ 


our name because of the a 


upstanding appearance of the _ 4 


boys when they first rented — 
from us. We ended up with 
several months’ unpaid bills _ 


which we had to make good. I _ x | 
do not think all BYU students aa 
are bad renters, I just think you — 


should give Lousy Landlords 


equaltimetoairtheir == 


this. 


(Name withheld by request) 


grievances. I dare you to print 
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sexual violence continued from page 6 


ef Women are one. on 
the earth and angels of the 


house who deserve to be treated 
with utmost respect at all times. 
If at all possible, they should 
remain unsoiled from worldly 
tasks such as working or open- 
ing doors, and it is every man’s 
responsibility to elevate the 


women in his life to this lofty 
pedestal. 


of Men are naturally suited to 
be the aggressors in 


relationships, and women 
should allow men to play this 
role. Ifa man does not get 
married, he is at fault, since he 
always has the option. Women, 
however, have no say in the 
matter, and can be forgiven if 
they were never given the 
opportunity to marry. 


ef Though women like to 
play hard-to-get, any man can 
eventually “get” any woman. 
Physical appearance, 
intelligence, and personality are 
not as important in men as they 
are in women. It’s just like being 
on a mission: all it takes is 
persistence and the refusal to 
take “no” for an answer. 


os Women are better able to 


control themselves than men. 


Men get in situations and their 
hormones take over (boys will be 
boys). As the cooler heads, 
women should be especially 
careful to avoid situations where 
men might lose control. 


‘ap Women who dress sugges- 


tively or flirt with men too 
much are “asking for some- 
thing.” Women like this 
shouldn’t be surprised when a 
guy goes too far, since they were 
probably egging him along 
anyway. 


ee There is a substantial 


difference between “rape” (what 
happens when a stranger attacks 
someone at night in a park) and 
a man going a little too far on a 
date. “Rape” is a crime and 
should be punished, but, in this 
day and age, who can blame a 
guy for taking advantage of a 
good situation and “getting 
lucky?” (Actually, 85 percent of 
all rapes are committed by men 
known to their victims— 
neighbors, acquaintances, 


boyfriends, and even husbands.) 


Though each of these statements 
would meet with different levels 
of acceptability in society today, 
they share two common as- 
sumptions: (1) men are prima- 


rily the instigators of action, and 
(2) women are chiefly the 
receivers. This subject—object 
dichotomy lies at the heart of 
our society and it is the signifi- 
cant contributing factor to the 
fact that 15 percent of all 
women (a very low estimate) will 
be raped at some time in their 
life. Men are socialized to be 
active, women to be passive. The 
extreme interpretation of this 
socialization leads inexorably to 
sexual violence. 


The problem of rape is exacer- 
bated by the number of images 
in art, literature, music, and 
general culture, that portray 
women as the receivers of men’s 
actions. Ultimately, it makes 
little difference if women are 
considered objects of worship, 
objects of love, objects of desire, 
or objects of scorn; they are 
almost always considered as 
“objects”—not people. Given 
this emphasis in our society, it is 
inaccurate to consider rape and 
sexual violence as the product of 
anti-social behavior. The only 
way to prevent the problem is to 
change the superstructure of 
ideas and assumptions that feed 
the fire. In this sense, rape is 
ultimately a man’s issue, a 
woman’s issue, and a general 
societal issue that can no longer 


be ignored. A 
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: REMEMBER OUR NEW LOCATION: 
Q 255 WEST CENTER * 375-7928 


; Perms Speci—f10.99 | 


(Thursdays and Fridays only. Long Hair and 
Specialty Wraps are extra.) 


; Tanning Special$25.00 § 


: 
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(Monthly Unlimited) 
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P 


R E EN 
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TICKETS MAY 
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WE BUY 


BevCS | 


We pay $8 to $13 for 501s and Lee and Levi jeans and jackets! 
Lower prices for imperfect 501s and jackets} 
$10 to $100 for pre-1971 Lee and Levi Jackets. 


WASATCH TRADE 


37-LEVIS (375-3847) 
Brigham’s Landing on the BYU Diagonal. MF 3pm-7pm, Sat 100m-2pm 
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1 FREE OLD JEANS 


with minimum 


1 $5.00 transaction 
] Offer Expires March 5, 1992 


BANDJAMS CARRYOUT OR DELIVERY | 
SPECIAL ! 

FREE PIZZA | 
| Buy any medium specialty pizza} 
1 and receive a one-topping 
| medium pizza free ; 


EXPIRES 3-15-92 : 
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FREE COPY DAY 
Friday February 28, 1992 


Kinko’s has just remodeled... and we are having a 
FREE Copy Day at both Provo locations. 


Quality copies of all sizes 
Full color copies 
Computer services 

Fax and mailing services 
Binding and finishing 
Volume discounts 

Open 7 days & 24 hours 


Give aways in Every Department! 
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ON 


7 a a a a a Ss 


a connecticut yankee 
in king david’s city 


m walking through the 
newly-restored Jewish 
Quarter of Old 


Jerusalem with a friend of mine 
from the Center. After five 
months with BYU Study Abroad, 
I feel like I know my way around 
pretty well, but I don’t recall ever 
having been in this area before. 
Everywhere you look, pious Jews 
in earlocks and black clothing 
bustle along hurriedly. In one area, 
a large section of old Roman ruins 
with a long row of intact pillars 
has been excavated and remains 
open for public viewing. They say 
it was a large covered courtyard 
that stretched two miles or more. I 
can’t help but hear trumpet 
fanfares and envision a powerful 
Roman tetrarch and his hordes of 
uniformed guards standing at 
attention as my mind takes me 
back to the time of Christ when 
this courtyard was in its heyday. 
The present level of the city stands 
a good twenty feet above these 
ruins; a lot of dust settles in two 
millennia, but not enough, I fear. 


Later, as we walk through a public 
square with a small fountain, my 


friend Mike musters up his best 
Hebrew to address a couple of kids 


who are hurrying by. They look at 
him as if he had come from Mars 
and hurry on. We laugh and sit 
down on a bench to rest and finish 
off the bottled water I’ve been 
carrying in my backpack. There 
are lots of small shops here, and 
the area is bustling with activity. 
It’s a hot day and I can’t wait to 
get back to the Mount of Olives 
tonight and the cool breeze that 
washes up through the Kidron 
Valley onto Mount Scopus. 


A short; stocky fellow dressed in 
earlocks and a business suit sees us 
and rushes toward us as if we were 
long lost friends. Mike gives me a 
nervous look and asks me if we 
shouldn’t be leaving now. He gets 
up to go, but the guy is right there 
next to us. “You guys Jewish?” 
The Brooklyn accent doesn’t fit 
the look at all. “Ahhh, well ... ’m 


part Jewish,” Mike answers. 


“Is that on your mother’s side or 
on your father’s?” Mike answers 
that his mother is Jewish. 


“That’s good,” the man shoots 
back. “To be considered a Jew you 
have to have a Jewish ancestor on 
your mother’s side back four 
generations or less. Is your mother 


a full Jew?” 


“Wait a minute,” I say. “What’s 

with all the questions? What do 
. > . » 

you care if he’s Jewish, anyway? 


In answer to my question, he tells 
us his entire life story. Since we're 
not in a hurry, we sit and listen to 
him as he informs us that he grew 
up in Connecticut, and that 
though his family was never 
particularly religious, he came to 
identify with his Jewish heritage 
early in life because of all of the 
history being made in Israel at the 
time. He came here before the ‘67 
war to get back to his roots, and 
now he’s trying to get more Jews 
interested in their homeland so 
that they'll settle here and fight 
against the Arabs. That’s why he’d 
asked us if we were Jewish. 


The guy talks so fast it’s hard to 
get a word in edgewise, but I 
finally manage to ask him how he 
feels about the Palestinians. He 
understands them, he says, and 
claims that if he were Palestinian 
he would fight against the Jews the 
same way they are doing. Is he for 
some kind of peaceful compromise 
with the Arabs then? No. The 
prophet Isaiah had warned King 
Hezekiah to fortify the gates of 
Jerusalem against the enemy hosts. 
He didn’t and the Jews were 
destroyed. “If we don’t listen now. 
the same thing will happen again,’ 
he says. 


“As I understand it, Judaism 
teaches peace and tolerance,” Mike 
interjects. “So how can you use 
religion to justify the illegal 
occupation and settlement of Arab 
lands?” 


“Let me tell you something,” the 
guy responds. “I came here in the 
early sixties thinking the same way 
you do. But I traveled through 
Syria and Iraq and Jordan and I 
saw the way the Arabs treated each 
other. We Jews treat them better 


b y davi 
than they treat their own! You 
know what I mean? Those people 
are animals. They don’t deserve 
any rights!” 


Now Mike and I sit dumb- 
founded. It’s no secret that a lot of 
Jews feel the same way this guy 
does. We'd been reading 
newspapers since we came here 
and noted that Jewish opinion 
concerning the Palestinian 
situation is quite divergent. 
Indeed, “left” and “right” in Israeli 
politics have nothing to do with 
socialism, capitalism, or any other 
-ism. They merely describe the 
degree to which a particular 
movement identifies with its Arab 
neighbors. I guess we want to 
believe that everybody wants peace 


deep down in their hearts, but it 
doesn’t always appear to be so in 
Israel. That’s what makes it hard 
to accept that there are people on 
both sides of the Israeli- 
Palestinian question who seem to 
prioritize other things above the 
seeking of peace. 


As I try to reason with this Jew 
from Connecticut, I realize that it 
is hard to convince those Jews 
who favor a more rightist attitude 
that they are wrong, because they 
merely point to our treatment of 
Native Americans and say that 
we're really no different from 
them. Who can argue with that? 
And since we’re really only in 
Jerusalem to observe and learn 
anyway, we part pleasantly with 
our peculiar friend and wish him 
well. Then we head back to the 


Center to get some lunch. 


As I walk, I hope that this and 
similar problems around the 
world will be solved in time. I 
don’t hold with those who say 
that it will only happen when 
Christ comes. A great deal of 
progress will have to be made 
before he can come. And at his 
coming, he won’t automatically 
solve all our difficult problems, 
but will only offer us further light 
and knowledge toward such 
solutions. The real work of 
changing our attitudes toward 
each other and learning to trust 
and be trusted will be left up to 
us. 


As I enter the Center, I realize: 
that prejudice and other racial, 
ethnic, and religious problems 
don’t exist only in far off places 
like Lebanon and Ireland. The 
situation in America between 
Blacks and Whites is not so 


d harris 


different from that of Arabs and 
Israelis, or Turkish and Greek 
Cypriots, or Armenians and 
Azerbaijanians. 


As this experience becomes a 
memory, I am reminded of a 
bumper sticker I see from time to 
time around Washington. It 
reads: “If you want peace, work 
for justice.” To this I might hope 
to add a little mercy. A 


David graduated from BYU in 
1989 and is an MS/PhD 
candidate in Georgetown’s 
Graduate School of Language and 
Linguistics. 
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off-campus social clubs: 
an alternative choice 


few weeks ago, desperate to find 
the real social scene at BYU, I 
tracked down Darren Vance and 
Reggie Brower, the presidents of The Samuel 
Hall Society Goldbrickers and Chi Tri, 
respectively. We talked about off-campus 
social clubs, their activities, and their 
relationship with BYU. 


Student Review: Tell me about the 
Goldbrickers. 


Darren: The Goldbrickers—the full name 
is The Samuel Hall Society Goldbrickers 
Fraternity—was founded in 1917 by a 
group of friends who served together in 
WWI. Goldbrickers is a negative term in 
the Army—it means a lazy person. The 
club used the term sarcastically—they 
said, let’s not be lazy, let’s change things. 
In 1932, they were kicked off campus. 
Nobody really knows why, except that 
from time to time BYU gets tired of its 
social clubs, kicks them off campus, re— 
writes the rules and then says, “Okay, you 
can come back on.” The Goldbrickers 
decided there were too many advantages 
to being on campus to stay off com- 
pletely, so they came back as the Samuel 
Hall Society. They were booted off again 
during the Wilkinson administration. Of 
course, all the social clubs were booted off 
at about the same time, and we're talking 
about a Jot of clubs—fifteen or sixteen 
maybe. 


SR: Why do you suppose that was? 


D:1 don’t know. Today I suppose it’s 
because of the “Animal House” complex. 

_ BYU has never been able to handle things 
~ they can’t control. So they kick the clubs 
_ off campus or never allow them on in the 
first place. 


id es - 
SR: You can see how the administration 


‘might justify the “Animal House” com- 


plex, what with Sigma Nu up at Utah 


State University... 


_D: Sure, there are probiems, but in my 


opinion, BYU would have more control if 
they allowed nationally chartered organi- 
zations on campus. I believe most of 
USU’s fraternity parties are dry now— 
they can’t have liquor at their parties. And 
they’re heavily watched for their hazings 
because that’s against the law. 


SR: Why haven’t you gone back on 


campus? 


D: After President Wilkinson left, Sam 
Hall came back on for a while, but 


Holland booted them off again. Later 
BYU said we could come back, but the 
members took a vote and decided it 
wasn’t worth it. They have a few rules we 
won’t accept: the ones that say clubs have 
to accept members at any time during the 
year, that you can’t take in dues—but 
you're given money at the beginning of 
the year to run your club—though you 
are allowed a few fund raisers. 


The main factor is that by coming on 
campus, you lose your individuality for 
the sake of being able to use all of the 
campus facilities and resources. Those 
resources are a great advantage—they 
include everything from places to hold 
dances to extension cords. But you give 
up the right to do whatever you want 
without going through this long process 
of approval—which takes away a lot of 
creative control. We don’t want Student 
Life in charge of our club. 


SR: What’s the advantage to being in an 
off-campus club? 


D: One is the people you meet—they 
don’t quite fit the preconceived BYU 
student image. The club also offers 
leadership opportunities far greater than 
any of those on campus—off campus you 
don’t get any help, you’re on your own. 
It’s just you and your members. Then 
there’s the tradition, the idea of being 
involved with something that goes back to 
1917. Of course, Sam Hall goes on every 
graduate school application I send out. 
This is a great university, but sometimes a 


student’s needs get lost in the politics. 
The off-campus clubs fill a niche here. 
We've been around for a long time, and I 
think that means we must be doing 
somebody some good. Whoever it is, it 
isn’t the people who think they’re going 
to party. People have pointed at the club 
roster before and said, “Well, you’ve got 
some people here who’ve been in trouble 
with Standards for drinking,” or other 
things. Well, so has half of BYU! 


SR: Let’s ask a few questions about the 
club itself. How many members are there? 
What are your dues? What’s the typical 
profile of a Goldbricker? 


D: Right now we have fifty-five active 
members. Our dues are $40 per semester. 
Sam Hall used to be considered the rich 
boys’ club: everybody had a nice car and 
money to burn. That’s just not the case 
anymore. Even if some Goldbrickers are 
really well off, they don’t flaunt it. Most 
of the new members are freshmen, but we 
do have a large number of returned 
missionaries who join—I joined as a 
returned missionary. They add a little 
knowledge, maturity, or stability to the 
club. 


SR: Do the fraternities and sororities have 
joint activities? 


D: That’s what we try to do most. About 
every other week we've had an activity 
with one of the sororities. We're always 
doing stuff: going out to movies together, 
having a barbecue, or taking trips to 
Jackson Hole. 


SR: What are your biggest activities? 


D: We have a cowboy party fall semester 
with a live band, dancing, and a 
mechanical bull. Winter semester, we 
have Band Jams. We get two U of U 
bands and three local bands to compete in 
front of a large audience. In the past, it’s 
been a huge event— Utah County Journal, 
Utah National Guard, Utah Red Cross, 
Coca—Cola, Ream’s, Provo City Police 
department, the Provo Armory, and the 
Utah County Family Support Fund have 
all been sponsors. Service organizations 
like to help out because some of the 
profits go to charity. 


SR: So the 

community’s pretty b y | 
responsive to what 

you do? 


D: Community sponsors prefer to work 
with off-campus organizations because we 
can put together things like Band Jams 
faster, better, and more profitably, than 
BYU or BYUSA. There’s just too much 
red tape, and we cut through that red 
tape. BYU doesn’t like it. They actively 
tried to stop Band Jams last year. 


SR: How so? 


FA 


D: Last year, we were meeting without 
approval on campus. BYUSA and 
Student Life sent five police officers to 
kick us off. I finally got a copy of the 
police report. It was completely full of 
misinformation. I went to the police 
department, and they were very helpful. 
They said they’d gotten a lot of their 
information from some other people, 
who obviously had it wrong. So they 
cleared our names, because we’d done 
nothing wrong. But then Student Life 
decided to pass around this false police 
report to KBYU and to the Datly Uni- 
verse. When I went to KBYU and the 
Universe for scheduled interviews, they 
said they wouldn’t deal with us anymore. 
They had read the police report and 
decided we were a bunch of bad apples. I 
felt like “What happened to free speech?” 
I didn’t want them to cover me, I wanted 
them to cover the event, so that people 
would come give money to charity. 


SR: They wouldn’t cover Band Jams? 
D: They didn’t cover us at all. One Daily 


Universe reporter did come to Band 
Jams, but they flatly refused to run any 
articles on it. This was the biggest event 


to happen in Provo outside of a BYU 


athletic event—we had one thousand 
people in one place—and they didn’t 
cover it. The Review did, the Utah 
County Journal did, but not the Universe. 
They actively tried to stop it. 


At this point in the conversation, Reggie, 
the Chi Tri president, joined us. 


SR: Has Chi Tri had some problems with 
BYU as well? 


Reggie: Oh, yes. Last year, after one of 
our girls was killed at the AC/DC 
concert in Salt Lake, we tried to hold a 
memorial service for her in the Tanner 
Building, which is where we had been 
meeting for three years. We didn’t have 
approval to be there, and the custodians 
kicked us out. The Daily Universe wrote 
up a very negative story on the whole 
thing, so negative that I complained 
about it. I told them never to cover 
anything we Chi Triellas do again— 
which they haven’t. Oddly enough, when 
I went to Student Life to talk to them 
about the whole affair, they were very 
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understanding; in fact, they said they 
wanted us to come back on campus. It’s 
weird—if they want us on campus, why 
do they badger us so much? 


Generally, most of the damage done to 
us, though, is through innuendo and 
rumor—people think we’re very clubby, 
very elitist, that we’re all snobs—that’s 


continued on page 15 
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the mormon bird 


fter listening to the uproar for five full 


minutes, I couldn’t stand it anymore. Our 


six cats were in a heated gang-turf battle 
directly outside my bedroom window in our mini- 
orchard. I recognized Spikes’s distinctive shriek at 
the same time as at least two other cats tore through 
the ivy under my window. I listened to the tortured 
wails and threatening growls and spits as I groped 
around in the dark for a pair of sandals. If ] wasn’t 
worried that I would wake my sister, I would have 
yelled out the window to scare the cats away. 


Unable to find my sandals amid piles of laundry, I 

pulled on a pair of dirty shorts under the tee shirt I 
b y emil y t 
was trying to sleep in. I was upset when I found my 
glasses and noticed my desk clock. One-thirty in the 
morning! I had to leave for work at seven forty-five 
and J hadn’t gotten to sleep yet. Just trying to earn a 
little money for college in the fall. I hate trying to 
sleep in the summer, waiting for the house to cool 
and the neighbors to shut up. Apparently my father 
was just as upset as I was. I heard him muttering, 
“Dammit to hell,” and rustling and stamping among 
the tall grass.and citrus trees. Treading lightly, I 
crept out of my room. Before I got to the dining 
room door, most of the racket had ceased. I decided 
wearily that I wasn’t really all that curious about a 


cat fight, and I trudged back to my bed. 


We were all gathered at the table eating a late dinner. 
The overhead light hung heavily on our eyelids. My 
brothers, sister and I lethargically pushed our food 
around and listened to our parents discuss politics or 
something. I was twelve and actively disinterested. 
From the living room I could hear the smooth 
voiced, relaxed woman on the radio mentioning, 
“Well, comin’ up on eight-thirty now, and we just 
have time for some Joni Mitchell and early 
Dylan....” The phone rang. 


My mother got up and went into the kitchen to get 
it. She came back a little later and told my father it 
was his sister Sidney calling from California. At the 
time we were living just outside of Washington, 


When hell freezes over— 
When the cows come home— 


When the stars fall from the sky— 


| hope to be there 
loseene. 


Lovers leaving lovers 
Deeds done in defeat, 
and my life in a state of true 


bliss. 


Chaos is beauty 
when beauly is scarce 
in this world 
of meaningless 
vows. 


a day for chaos 


by jennifer riggs 
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D.C. in Alexandria, Virginia. As my father left, my 
mother looked at our dinner plates and told us we were 
excused to go to our rooms and get ready for prayer. We 
went upstairs in the hall and played tag and “Can you 
breathe?” (a game of our own invention, involving 
smothering and tickling) on the floor until our parents 
called us down for prayer. We tumbled down the stairs, 
laughing and hot from playing. 


They asked us to sit down and be quiet for a minute. 
They didn’t even notice that we hadn’t changed into our 
night clothes. They sat together on the couch and waited 
solemnly for us to sit on the floor or armchairs. “It’s very 
important to remember Grandma, my mother , in our 
prayers tonight. She has 
b b i ft f= § cancerand she is going 
into surgery the day after 
tomorrow. The doctor will cut out the cancer, and she 
will get better.” As my father spoke he looked at each of 
us children individually for a minute, his eyebrows raised 
and chin ducked; his familiar serious expression. 


I heard the toaster pop as I walked into the dining room 
to get some breakfast. The nice thing about my job was 
that I could wear whatever I wanted, so I was wearing the 
same shorts as yesterday. I was barefoot because I still 
couldn’t find my sandals. My dad was scraping 
margarine on a piece of toast at the kitchen counter. 


“Good morning!” beamed my father, “Just in time for 
your toast, and your eggs are almost ready.” His teeth 
actually glistened in the morning light. Both of my 
parents have sickeningly cheerful dispositions in the 
morning. Often they sing “Rise and Shout” at moaning 
children, though now my mother sometimes resorts to 
playing Paul Simon’s Graceland to rouse her lazy 
children. We are all probably the crabbiest children in 
the world every morning because of this. 


“What were you doing out there last night? It sounded 
like someone was murdering babies in the orange trees!” 


I demanded of my father, taking the orange he held out. 


He frowned at my smile, but replied, “Yoda caught a 
baby jay, then it got away. It flopped around and all the 
other cats went after it. It was screaming and the cats 
were fighting each other.” He spoke sadly. 


“Ugh. So it’s dead?” 


“No, it’s really chewed up, though. It’s out in a box in 
the breeze-way. Don’t let the cats in there, okay?” 


When I got back from work at two, I peeked into the 
box on the desk. A little bird with patchy fuzz and no 
tail feathers blinked its one eye at me and shrieked 
piercingly. The effort caused it to fall onto its side from 
its one good leg. There was a little bow! of water with 
millet seeds on the bottom and a pile of bird seed. The 
box had droppings sprayed liberally on the bottom and 
sides. I had read a story called “The Jewbird” by Bernard 
Malamud about a bird that adopts a Jewish family to 
protect himself from starvation and anti-Semitic crows. 
Its name was Mr. Schwartz, so I suggested our mauled 
bird be given the same name. My dad liked “Mahonri” 
for a first name so it would fit our situation. 
Mormonbird sounds stupid. 


“We'll just help him get better,” said my mother. “When 
he can fly, we'll let him go. But we want to make sure he 
can get away from the cats.” 


“The angry mobs.” 


I stood with my best friend, my cousin, under a pure 
green tent under a heavy April sky. Our heads bowed 


while my father dedicated the grave. With my eyes shut, 
I saw the crimson and gold of the flowers at the viewing 
branded onto my eyelids. The trees lining the back of the 
cemetery seemed to be green curtains falling from a gray 
ceiling. 


I sit beside the hospital bed my uncles brought for her 
room. The lights are off because they hurt her eyes. The 
green curtains are parted slightly to allow a little gray 
light to wash in. She is asleep now but soon she will wake 
and I will need to help her to her stool so she can relieve 
herself. My aunt will be over soon to help feed her, but 
she is never hungry. She helped when I had a difficult 
move from Virginia to California six months ago when I 
was thirteen. She enabled me to realize that things 
weren’t so bad after all. Now I really can’t help her at all. 
The cancer came back. It’s everywhere, and she probably 
won't be around by the end of next month. “What a way 
to spend your Spring Break,” she says apologetically as It 
help her up. 


“It’s been a whole year since then, she lasted a whole 
year,” I thought to myself. Then I cried again, quietly, 
but I couldn’t stop. Nancy looked at me and cried too. 
“It zs better that she isn’t suffering anymore.” I told 
myself that over and over as her casket was lowered into 
the ground. I remembered when we stayed on the beach 
in North Carolina and she polished shells; when she 
showed me how to make a chocolate cake from scratch. 


A deep darkness settled in my heart. As empty as my 
grandmother’s house that the family was trying to sell. 
Then my parents decided that they wanted the house. 
Soon our house was on the market, and we were busy 
pulling our furniture out and driving it the block and a 
half to my grandmother’s house. 


It was painful living in her house. I couldn’t even think 
of it as ours. My brothers got her bedroom, and I would 
never go in there. I thought it was like picking the scab 
off a wound; if you make it bleed, it will never heal. My 
parents enjoyed the constant reminders of Grandma. I 
helped them feel closer to her. For me, it only enhanced 
my belief that life was basically futile. 


My mother and one of my brothers took turns cleaning 
Mahonri’s wounds. When I left for school in August, 
two months later, he hadn’t shown much improvement. 
But the continual attention and care eventually paid off. 
When I was back for Christmas, he was nearly ready to 
fly. His tail feathers had grown in, but his wings were 
weak. 


I slouched on the floor in the dorm room across the hall. 
Margaret was sprawled on her bed, immersed in two 
conversations with five girls from other rooms on the 
floor. I was reading a children’s story, “I’ll Love You For 
Always,” and pretending to be social by making 
occasional grunts when someone addressed me. A tear 
fell on to the page, tap; I drew in a sharp breath, sob. My. 
nose was full and threatened to drip, but Margaret pulled 
out a tissue and let it float down to me. As I held the 
Kleenex to my nose she said, “Sad story, isn’t it? It always 
makes me cry.” 


“When my grandmother died my aunt read it at the 
funeral.” The girls looked at me, concerned, inviting me 
to explain. “Oh, I’m all right, though.” Like when a 
football player takes a tackle or when a kid falls off a 
jungle gym and stands up carefully, checking for injuries, 
I felt around. Perhaps a little bruised, but I really am all 
right. A 


i want to be a boy scout 


to make buddy burners and cook 


scrambled eggs on them. I learned first— 
aid and knot tying (though I don’t 


remember much now). I joined 
4-H. I even won some awards in 
sewing and cooking. My 
“ebelscievers” received first 
place and I made reserve 
champion for modelling a 

skirt I made. I can make a 
campfire that will burn all 
night and set up a tent. These 
organizations taught me all 
sorts of useful things, and I 


usually had a good time—but still, 


I want to be a Boy Scout. 


My brothers talked for weeks about the 
fifty—-mile hikes. They started at age 
twelve. My brother still goes on them 
and he’s eighteen. These hikes turned 
Webelos into Stars. They got intimate 
with Nature and became tough in 
hardship—they became MEN. I even 
heard that one of the boys had to 


throw out all of his canned food, 


because it was too heavy; he had to 
survive on freeze-dried dinners and 
oatmeal. If a boy brought so many 


extras that he couldn’t carry his 


backpack, no one stopped, they just 
called out “see you at camp” as they 


labored on, and 
sometimes they’d 
barely make it to 


by 


camp before the next day’s hike began. On their 
-first hike, almost every boy broke into tears. 
longing for their mothers and swearing they 


couldn’t make it. 


ohn Turturro, 
Winona Ryder, 
Johnny Depp, Jeremy 
Irons, Westly Snipes, Sean Penn, 
Faye Dunaway, John Cusack, 
and Robert Redford (in addition 
to agents, producers and direc- 
tors) gravitated to Park City 
during the ten days of the 
Sundance Film Festival. In a 
press conference, Robert Redford 
explained that this year’s festival 
had four times the attendance of 
last year’s, and that the festival 
was presenting the maximum 
number of films possible. The 
Sundance Film Festival is no 
longer small fare. 


One hundred twenty-four films, 
in several different languages and 
- from all corners of the world, 
"screened at the festival—many 
for the first time. The Audience 

_ Award, picked by viewer's 

ballots, went to The Waterdance, 


ve been a member of the Girl Scouts 
and Blue Birds. I certified every 
year at girl’s camp. I learned how 


janet 


A 


renee 


One time, the scouts decided to invite the girls on a 
snowmobiling trip to Yellowstone. Maybe 
now | could learn more about camping 
than I got from family trips and girl 
scouts. I was one of the first to hand in 
my money, and soon got it back—it 
was cancelled because not enough 
people signed up. How could it be 
that no one wanted to go? This was 
my chance, and it failed. I guess all 
the other girls didn’t mind making 
bread once again. When we did 


get invited to go with the scouts, 
we'd do something like go to 
the mountains to see snow. 


Don’t feel too bad for me. I still 


haven’t walked fifty miles or 


beea snowmobiling, but I plan 

on it. I did go to Zion’s on my 
own three-day spring break. My 
friend and I stayed in an open— 
ended orange plastic bag held up 
by a string tied to two trees. We 
put rocks in the bottom and we 
practically fit in it. When you get 
to a campground at 3 a.m., even 
freezing all night doesn’t prevent 
sleep. Actually we met some 


Australians who became our 
friends, just on the merit of 
camping skills. I applied for a 


job last summer as a cook at a 


remote mining camp in Idaho, but some 
rebel U student got it instead. I was 


meine rs 


disappointed, but if anyone ought to be pitied, I’d 
feel sad for mv brothers. I’m not sure thev know 
how to make tuna casserole, let alone “ebelscievers.” 


1992 sundance film fest 
packed in the celebrities 


an autobiographical story about 
a young man’s transition into a 
life as a paraplegic. Unlike the 
harsh treatment of paralysis 
depicted in Born on the Fourth of 
July , The Waterdance portrays a 
far more accurate picture of 
becoming paralyzed in the ‘90s. 
Laced with wit and humor, The 
Waterdance emerged from the 
festival as a mainstream 
contender and should appear in 
theaters this summer from 


Samuel Goldwyn. 

As part of the Sundance Film 
Festival, John x 
Turturro y ric 
(known for his 


roles in Barton Fink, Jungle 
Fever, Do the Right Thing, and 
Mo Better Blues) received the first 
annual Piper—Heidsieck Tribute. 
The purpose of the Tribute is to 
recognize the original voice and 


vision of an independent film 
artist. Turturro’s offbeat inner— 
city style meshed perfectly with 
directors Spike Lee and Joel and 
Ethan Coen, creating some of 
the most successful independent 


films of 1991. 


The festival is open to the 
public, however, tickets are often 
scarce. Ticket prices this year 
were $6 for regular screenings, 
$10 for premiers, and $15 for 
screenings with a panel 
discussion. The annual Sundance 
Film Festival is an excellent and 


k carpenter 


rare opportunity to get an inside 
look at those upcoming in the 
film industry and the films they 
inspire. With such a 
monumental event in our own 
backyard, it should not be 
missed. A 


COMPACT DISCS 


THE VALLEY 


ALL USED DISCS GUARANTEED 
LARGEST SELECTION OF USED CD’S IN 


1774 N. University Pkwy 
(Brigham’s Landing) 373-7733 


y ye Te oe se ee 


OFF ANY 
COMPACT 
DISC 


WITH THE PURCHASE OF ANY CD PRICED $9 OR MORE 
F With this coupon only. Offer expires March 5, 1992. 
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sleep was optional. 


In, 
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At the Honors Retreat last semester, 


This semester, sleep is prohibited. 


HONORS RETREAT 
MARCH 27-238 
at Needles 
Tickets $13 at 350 MSRB 
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FOR THE MUSIC CONNOISSEUR 
WE TRADE & SELL NEW & USED 


» 
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If you're not hooked yet, now is a good time to start 


tune in, call up, speak out! 373-9600 
Monday - Friday ti p.m. to Midnight AM 960 


this week: 
Mon. March 2 - SR Editor Matt Stannard & 
Daily Universe Editor Trenton Ricks 
Tues. March 3 - Nu Skin 
Wed. March 4 - Idaho Syndrome 
Thurs. Mareh 5 - Joe Cannon 


! sponsored by Crandall Audio & Sony Records 


for one week only at: 


CRANDALL AUDI ee 
Zs pS a UNCONDITIONAL 
1 202 N. STATE ST. Ra aon IRRELEVANT 
: THOUGHTS 
OREM — 226-87 > 7 PROVE YOU WRONG 


TORN BETWEEN 
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an alternative choice 
continued from page 11 


not the truth at all—we’ll accept anybody. 
SR: Tell me about your “rushing,” the initiations. 


R: Oh, nowadays they’re definitely service oriented. For 
instance, this year we got all the girls together for an open 
house and attempted to get to know each other, to rush as 
many girls as possible. It’s no big deal. Basically, if they’ve 
gotten to know all the officers and everybody, then they’re 
in. They have to obey BYU standards though—we make 
them sign a promise to do so. This year, after the open 
house, we had a party the next week, and a canned food 
drive for a local hospital the next day. 


SR:Why do you think BYU has something against the off- 
campus social clubs? 


D: They have no control over our day—to—day activities, and 
that bothers them. So any way they can hassle the clubs, _ 
they will. Last year, all the off-campus clubs were kicked out 
of the campus rooms they were meeting in. We said, “Why 
are we such a problem?” And they said, “Well, you don’t 
have approval”. “We'll get it,” we say. “We're not going to 
give it to you,” they say. “Well,” we reply, “we'll just keep 
meeting then.” “Then we'll kick you out of school because 
you’re breaking the Honor Code.” 


SR: How is meeting on campus a violation of the Honor 


Code? 


D: We're meeting as an unapproved club in unapproved 
rooms. It almost got to the point where I couldn’t sit down 
with my presidency at lunch in the Wilkinson Center. The 
fact is that BYU wants complete control over everything. 


SR: Why do you think that is—just a lack of trust? 


R: Not having control goes against the BYU grain. The 
thing that amazes me is that in 1986 all the clubs were on 
campus, and it was okay, and now they’re off, and BYU has 
destroyed the reputation of all the clubs in the wards and 
elsewhere. 


SR: How do you think the clubs compare with the wards 
and stakes as providers of activities? 


R: Oh, there’s no comparison. One of the reasons they keep 
asking for us to come back on campus is that there’s been a 
loss of BYU spirit—so much social activity around here is 


weak and false, without a lot of respect for BYU. Well, a lot 
of that respect and spirit came through the clubs. 


D: If you check the records to see who the highest individual 
alumni donors to this school are—people giving grants and 
fellowships and contributing to the endowment—you'll find 
that nearly all of them were affiliated with the clubs. The 
people in the clubs have always been the people most excited 
about the possibilities of BYU. By attacking the clubs, I’m 
afraid BYU won’t see much of that in the future. 


R: The students going through school today may contribute 
as alumni, but they probably won’t be as willing to do so 
because they haven’t had as positive an experience. That’s 
why BYU wants us back on campus: to revive the spirit and 
excitement towards BYU that used to be here. 


D: We're not trying to take away from the wards. Some guys 
last year who wanted to pledge were saying, “Well, we've got 
our good friends in the dorms, and in the ward.” They 
thought that once you pledge you spend all your time with 
the club. That’s not so. We don’t want to shrink your 
friendship circles, we want to add to them. We don’t 

limit your activity options, we want to expand them, to give 
you more choice in who you spend your time with and what 
you do. We’re not out to subvert the wards in any way— 


R: And we want to promote individuality. The clubs don’t 
want to fit you into one mold. Individuals make up clubs, 
and.we’re out, not unlike the wards, to help students 
become the best people they can be by building their talents 
and capabilities. A 
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If you would like something in the calendar 
call Brenton at 373-3833 or Sean at 
375-1478. 


THEATRE 

Feb. 26 - Mar. 28, “My Husband’s Wild 
Desires Almost Drove Me Mad.” 
Park City Performances, Wed. - Sat. 
8pm. 

Feb. 27 - April 13, “Stop Sounding Like 
A Woman”, Hale Center Theatre. 

Feb. 27 - Apr. 6, “Dear Ruth”, Orem 
Hale Center Theatre. 

Feb. 26 - 29, “Guys and Dolls”, de Jong 
Concert Hall, 7:30pm. Call 378-3875 
for tickets. 

Feb. 27 - 29, “The Secret Marriage”, 
Nelke Experimental Theatre, HFAC. 
Call 378-7444 for tickets. 

Mar. 5 - 15, Shakespeare’s “The Winters 
Tale”, Babcock Theatre. 


THEATRE GUIDE 

Babcock Theatre, 300 S. University, 
SLC. Tickets: 581-6961. 

Egyptian Theatre, Main Street, Park 
City Tickets: 649-9371. 

Promised Valley Playhouse, 132 S. State 
St., SLC. Tickets: 364-5696. 

Hale Center Theatre, 2801 S. Main, 
SLC. Tickets: 484-9257. 

Orem Hale Center Theatre, 225 W. 400 
N. Tickets: 226-8600. 

Pioneer Theatre Company, 1340 E. 300 
S., SLC. Tickets: 581-6961. 

Provo Town Square Theatre, 100 N. 
100 W., Provo. Theater: 375-7300. 

Salt Lake Acting Company, 500 N. 168 
W., SLC Tickets: 363-0525. 

Salt Lake Repertory Theatre (City Rep), 
148 S. Main, SLC. Tickets: 532- 
6000. 


MUSIC 3 

Feb. 27, University Chorale, Provo 
Tabernacle (100 S. University Ave.), 
7:30pm. Free. 

Feb. 27, BYU Brassworks, 7:30pm, 
Madsen Recital Hall. free. 

Feb. 28, Student Review and Samuel 
Hall Society present Band Jams, 8pm 
at the Provo Armory, 500N 200W, 
Provo. 

Feb. 28, Ali Ali Oxen Free and Strait 
Jackets, UVCC Ballroom $4. 

Mar. 2, European dance music at the 
Bay Underground, 404S. W. Temple, 
9pm. 

Mar. 3, BYU Philharmonic Orchestra, 
7:30pm, de Jong Concert Hall. 
Tickets call 378-7444. 

Mar. 3, Steve Call in a BYU faculty tuba 
recital, 7:30pm, Madsen Recital Hall. 
free. 

Mar. 4, BYU Wind Symphony, 7:30pm, 
de Jong Concert Hall. free. 

Mar. 5 - 7, BYU Jazz Fest “92. Tickets 
call 378-7444. 

Mar. 10, BYU Women’s Chorus, 
7:30pm, de Jong Concert Hall. 
Tickets call 378-7444. 

Temple Square Concert 
Series 

All concerts begin at 7:30 in the 
Assembly Hall and are free. 

Feb. 27, University of Utah Wind 
Symphony 

Feb. 28, Salt Lake Chamber Winds 

Feb. 29, University of Utah Opera 
Ensemble 

Mar. 6, University of Utah Concert 
Chorale 

Mar. 7, BYU Singers 

Sundays, Choir Broadcasts of “Music 
and the Spoken Word,” from 9:30- 
10:00 a.m. Please be seated by 9:15 
a.m. 

Thursdays, Mormon Tabernacle Choir 
rehearsals, 8:00-9:30 p.m. Free. 

Utah Symphony 

Feb. 28 - 29, “Swing Time”, Manhattan 


Rhythm Kings 
Mar. 7 - 8, Piano soloist Gail Niwa 
Call 533-NOTE for tickets and info. 


FILM 

BYU Film Society, Varsity Theatre 

Feb. 27, Harvey 

shows are at 4:30, 7:00, 9:30; Tickets $1 

International Cinema call 378-5751 for 
info. 

Feb. 27 - 29, El Sur (Spanish), 
Peppermint Frieden (German) 

Varsity I, ELWC, 378-3311. 

Feb. 28 - Mar. 3, Awakenings 

Mar. 6 - 10, Lawrence of Arabia 

Mar. 13 - 17, American Tail 2: Fieval 
Goes West 

Mar. 20 - 24, Backdraft 

Mar. 27 - 31, Dances With Wolves 


Late Night 

Feb. 28, Indiana Jones and the Last 
Crusade 

Mar. 6, Young Frankenstein 

Mar. 13, Back to the Future 

Mar. 20, Butch Cassidy and the 
Sundance Kid 

Mar. 27, Clue 

Varsity Il, JSB, 378-3311. 

Feb. 28 - Mar. 2, Dutch 

Mar. 6 - 9, City Slickers 

Mar. 13 - 16, 101 Dalmations 

Mar. 20 - 23, Late for Dinner 

Mar. 27 - 30, Delirious 


CINEMA GUIDE 

Villa Theatre 254 S. Main, Springville, 
489-3088. $1 

Academy Theatre, 56 N. University 
Ave., 373-4470. 

Avalon Theatre, 3605 S. State, SLC, 
226-0258. 

Carillon Square Theatres, 224-5112. 

Cineplex Odeon University 4 Cinemas, 
224-6622. 

Mann Central Square Theatre, 374- 
6061. 

Scera Theatre, 745 S. State, Orem, 235- 
2560. 

Tower Theatre, 875 E. 900 S. SLC, 
359-9234. 

Movies 8 Call 375-5667 for current 
listings and show times. Only $1, 
$1.50 on weekends. 


DANCE 

Mar. 5 - 6, Graduate Showcase, RB 
Dance Studio Theatre, 7:30pm. Call 
378-5859 for info. 


ART 

Feb. 27- Feb. 28, Art Department 
Faculty Show, Gallery 303, HFAC. 

Museum of Church History and art, 45 
W. Temple, 240-3310. 

Springville Museum of Art 

Feb. 27 - Mar. 15, 20th Dee Foundation 
All-State High School Show 

Mar. 6 - 20, Master of Fine Arts Exhibit, 
B. F. Larsen Gallery and Secured 
Gallery. 


REVIEW RADIO 

Student Review Live every Monday thru 
Friday from 11pm-12am on AM 960. 
Call and say I love you. 373-9600 


SUNDANCE 

Sundance Indoor Theatre “Side By Side 
By Sondheim’, Fridays and Saturdays 
at 8pm. Tickets are $10. Call 225- 
4107 for tickets. 


OTHER 


Every Tuesday from March thru 
October there will be road bike races 
at the West Stadium Parking Lot. Call 
Outdoor Unlimited at 378-2708 or 
Randy Larsen at 370-2367 for info. 

Feb. 29, “The Revolutionary Legacy of 
Malcolm X”, Pathfinder Bookstore 


(147 E. 900 S. SLC). Call 355-1124 
for info. 

Monday night poetry, 7-8pm, at Cafe 
Haven, 1605 S. State Orem. 

Massages, full body, full hour,$16, call 
359-2528. 

BYU Planetarium, Friday Nights, 492 
ESC, 7:30 and 8:30 p.m., call 378- 
5396. 

Geneva Steel Plant Tours, MTuWF at 
9 a.m. and 1 p.m., free Call to 
reserve a spot: 227-9240. 

Hansen Planetarium, 15 S. State, SLC. 
Shows include Laser Beatles, Laser 
Bowie, Laser Zeppelin, Laser Rock, 
Laserlight IV and Laser Floyd. Info 
538-2098. 

Readings of local women writers, 
Mondays, A Woman’s Place 
Bookstore, 1400 Foothill Drive 
#240, Foothill Village, SLC, free, 
call 583-6431. 


SPORTS 
Basketball 
Men’s 
Feb. 27, Hawaii 
Feb. 29, San Diego State 
Mar. 3, Cal State Northridge 
Women’s 
Feb. 29, Utah 
Volleyball 
Feb. 28, Ball State 
Mar. 5 - 6, UC-Santa Barbara 
Women’s Gymnastics 
Feb. 29, Oregon St., 7pm 


EDITOR’S CHOICE 

Go see Band Jams this Friday at the 
Provo Armory. At $4 for five bands 
you can’t beat it. 8pm, 500N 
200W, Provo. 

Listen to Student Review Radio this 
week, decide if you like it, call and 
get involved. 


Scrape together the money and go to 
the BYU Jazz Fest ‘92 it will 
definitely be worth it. 
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Your #1 CD store 
in Utah Valley! 


PEGASUS 


MUSIC & VIDEO 


Where the Hits Are 
Always on Sale: 
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a ah 
= MUSIC & VIDEO 


RENT ANY 
NEW RELEASE 
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SS 
S ARAaAY? 
MUSIC & VIDEO 


$9 OFF 


Any tape priced $8.98 or more 
or any CD priced $14.98 or more. 


et ee te 


Offer expires March 31, 1992. Valid at Provo location only. 


Valid ly. Not valid with 
r pri 


es March 31, 1992. Valid at Provo and University Mall lo 
only. Not valid with sale or promotional items. 


2 GREAT LOCATIONS! 


University Mall, Orem (224-9004) M-Sat 10am to 9pm 
| 265 W. 2130 N., Provo (374-2654) M-Th 10am to 10pm, F-Sat [0am -IIpm — 


THE LARGEST SELECTION OF POPULAR 
“MUSIC ON CD’S & TAPES IN TOWN 


